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^ AND ^ 
SPEAKING OF 
GAS... WHO LET 
OUT PRINCE 
FREDERICK?! 


HELLO 


EITHER Wfl 
HE TO THE 






MSTlN 

?0<5P«S 


NORMAL 

MAN 


Yeah, Baby! Everyone's favorite limey spy is back. We love him for his cool attitude and the 
way he handles the ladies. And you know HE loves himself because he plays every role in the 
movie. But those teeth! Yikes! They make us retch. That's why 


Wait, the T 
credits are r< 
| only supposed 
to cover my 
bits'n’pieces. 


They’re 
supposed to 
cover up the 
obscene parts ot 
your body, and 
your mouth is 
the most 
obscene part! 


THE SPY WHO GAGGED ME 


Dr. Evil Knievil, 
Is your evil plan 
to travel back in 
time to 1969 
and steal Austin 
Poopers’ mojo? 


Gentlemen I have an evil plan. But first, do you know what 
differentiates Austin Poopers from normal men? As we can 
see on this chart, a normal man’s body is made up of 80% 
water. 12% sports trivia and 8% lies about all the women 
he’s slept with. Austin Poopers' body, on the other hand, is 
3% bodv hair, 11% bizarre English slang and 86% mojo. 


WRITER: 

ANDY SIMMONS 


ARTIST: 

FRANK CUMMINGS 


To keep you company on your 
trip, we’ve brought you this 
miniature version of yourself. 


Thank 


No, my evil plan was to 
go back in time to 1969, 
buy things and then 
come back to the present 
and sell them at the 
marked-up 1999 prices. 
But I like your idea better. 

T 


Thank you, Number 2.1 was going to call I 
Mini-Me, but after Mr. Biggelsworth gets 
through with him I'll be calling him Mini-Mush. 


He's anatomically correct. His tiny brain 
and wee-wee are the same size as yours. 


you, Snott. If only Planned 
Parenthood had been around 
when you were conceived 


Well, lm off to 1969 to 
get Austin Poopers’ mojo. 























































Ahh, Cindy Crawfish, well, well. You're a saucy little 
bird, aren't you? Fancy a quick shag before dinner? 


Excuse me? 


I haven't understood a word you said. 


Dentist. 


Hey, baby, don't you want to 
do the nasty? You know, what 
mummies and duddies do. 


No, this time I really meant bird. What 
could have happened to my mojo? 


I seem to have misplaced my 
mojo. I had it this morning 
when I was reading Playboy. 
My, my, look at that sexy bird. 


Dr. Evil Knievil went back in 
time to 1969 and stole it. 


See, you haven’t lost your 
mojo after all. You're still 
attracted to beautiful women, 


MSSUfc 1 


Oh, no. She's not falling 
all over me. What’s 
happened to my mojo? 


And young people are starting 
to realize it’s a big, beautiful 
world out there and they want 
to see it all. Like Vietnam! 


Yeah, baby! I’ve split 
the squaresville '90s 
and I'm back in the 
groovy '60s where 
everyone's shagging! 


mm* 


— 


It's a time when cats 
are tuned into social 
issues 


% Oooh, he almost 
t blasted off my 
h,-. bits'n'pieces. 


Oh, behave! 


BACK IN LONDON. 1969 
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I’m Duplicity Gagsmell of the CIA, FBI, ABC, NBA, NFL, AFL-CIO and some other 
initials. You’re my hero, Mr. Poopers. I've followed your career for years. For 
example, on June 12,1963 you took three dumps, picked your nose in public 4 
times, got slapped in the face by 5 models and cheated while playing pinochle 
with your grandmother. And your clothes. Ooh, I love your groovy clothes! 



I owe it all to this swinging man. my tailor. 




























































You're right, he is a genius. Who would 
ever have thought to combine a shower 
curtain with a welcome mat! 


Shower curtain and welcome mat! 
Fido, you told me it was pinstripes! 


Now that I'm 
dressed, let’s get 
my mojo back! 


Good show, Mojo. Captivity hasn't changed you at all. 
Now that I have Mojo back, let’s get a lift to the moon 
from my friends at NASA and stop Dr. Evil Knievil! 


Groovy, baby. Although I wish I hadn't had 
that five-course meal just prior to lift-off. 
BRAAAAPPPP....! I think I'm going to vomit! 


This is a gas! 
How do you like 
riding on a rock¬ 
et ship. Austin? 


. lake off your helmet. 


Cool! Leave it to Austin Poopers 
to have the grooviest-looking 
space helmet in NASA! 


President Nixon, if you do not 
pay me $100 billion I will 
destroy Washington, D.C.! 


I've got a better offer, I'll pay you $120 billion to nuke 
the Chinese, $140 billion to wipe out the Russians and 
■ $150 billion to take out the Democratic National Party! 


What's that clicking 
sound? Nixon, are you 
taping this conversation? 


Would I do something like that? 
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I'm not afraid of your 
mechanized he-bots. 


7 


I have an offer, Austin Poopers. You 
can either save the world, save your 
girlfriend or you can travel with me 
and Mini-Mush through the time 
machine and experience 10,000 
years of shagging! 


Hey, baby, I’m a cat v/ith principles. Like, good is hip 
and bad is... uhh, bad is.... well, bad. And I'm hip and 
... Did you say 10.000 years worth of shagging? 


Oops, went back a 
little too far in time. 


5 « h 

iaaohne 


Ta-ta, Duplicity. I 
couldn’t pass up 
the opportunity to 
shag all the birds 
through history! 


Oh, I got rid of those he-bots a long time ago. They kept on running off for roman¬ 
tic holidays with all my kitchen appliances. I’ve replaced them with these he-boots. 


Help, they're smudging 
my trousers. I give up! 




Too late, Dr. Evil Knievil. I have my Mojo back and you're through! 


_ 


them! 


boots 


get 
























































































GOIN' UP TH€ COUNTRY... 






















iSP."§- 




Hi, I’m Johnny Karsnn, CRACKED’s 
man-on-the-scene. Join me as we look 
at the new art form, happenings. 


Man, that Liherace’s 
the coolest! 


Vfv^tlOFpS 
ARg .APTti? 


This is a musical 
happening. It al¬ 
lows the composer 
complete freedom 
of expression. 
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Happenings take many forms. 
What's this called, Dean? A 
self-portrait? 


Is that one of yonr own 
compositions? 


I’m conducting a 
CRACKED tour of 
happenings. This 
is pretty far-out — 
taking a bath in 
booze! 


What composition!? I told 
my manager that unless he 
got the piano tuned, I’d just 
get frightfully angry! 


What are you doing 
in my bathroom? 


Welcome to 
Shea Stadium 
where every game’s 
a happening! 


Here we are at Yankee 
Stadium, and we’re wit¬ 
nessing a wild happening! 


Sorry. I thought this was a 
happening. Besides, I work 
for NBC. 


i / 
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ill 

Doesn’t 

everybody? 
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and unrehearsed acts. 


SM0KIN6 


You fellows 
looking for 
this? 


Jackie, I didn’t know you were 
having a happening! 


Food is widely 
used as an artistic 
device at 
happenings. 


Happening? Vfe 
are rehearsing for 
my show. Okay, 
fellows, take it 
from the top! 


Are you some kind 
jf nut? I’m a bus bo 
and I tripped. Don’t 
just stand there 
—call a lawyer! 






























In addition to food, common 
place objects play an impor¬ 
tant part in the art of a hap 
pening. Now take this weird 
umbrella stand ... 


mrm * ... 
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No, we just fin 
ished patting 
together the 
latest issue of 
CRACKED! 


Wow! Looks like we 
just missed seeing a 
sensational happening! 
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HAVE GUN, YOU TRAVEL SECTION 


Did you hear 
that, Don? 

That man is 
hi-jacking 
this plane! 

We’re heading 
for Cuba! 


When we get to 
Cuba, remember 
not to drink the 
water, Fred! 


Great! I 
haven’t had 
a good 
Havana 
cigar in 
years! 


Captain, I hope you 
brought your swim 
trunks and sun tan lo¬ 
tion! This plane is going 
to Cuba! Pronto! 


Lately, I’ve 
been in Cuba 
more times 
than Castro! 


Don t worry! 
(Hie!) I never 
touch (Hie!) 
the stuff! 


Recently, whenever you’d turn on the TV or read a newspaper, you'd discover that another airplane had 
been hi-jacked to Cuba. In fact, they’ve been hi-jacking so many planes that some airline companies are 
paying off their pilots in pesos... If this trend continues, we at CRACKED would like to show you what 
it will be like when this happens to other modes of transportation... 


NOW THEY’RE HI-JACKING 

EVERYTHING! 


Do what 
the man' 


And 

down 

wind, 

too! 


Turn this truck a- 
round! We’re going 
to my mother-in-law’s 
house. I want you 
guys to dump this 
mess in her backyard! 
Hee-ha-hee! 


You can’t get away 
with this, Johnny. 
I’m going to tell 
the cops, the F.B.I. 
and your Mother! 


You heard me, Tom¬ 
my! We’re heading 
for the candy store 
and not the bakery. 

There’s a sale on 
jaw-breakers! 



























That’s what you think, Jessie! 
We’re going to Fort Worth 
instead! Fort Worth is my 
kind of town. Girls, gambling 
and a string quartet that’s the 
best in the West! 


Yes, I did, but 
it cost me too 
much to get 
the popcorn 
stains out of 
the rug! 


Well, Tex, 
we’ll soon be 
in Dodge City 


Change your course! You’re 
taking me to Baghdad! 
Long live Turhan Bey! 
Didn’t you show movies on 
this carpet months ago? 


because you re 
bigger than 
me, Eddie! 
And you’re 
allowed to 
cross streets. 
To the Gem 
Movie Theater 
and make it 
fast! 


But that’s 500 miles out 
of my way. We don’t 
have enough food for 
the trip! 


Golly, Timmy! I thought 
we’re friends. Why are 
you hi-jacking my skate¬ 
board? 


I'm not joking, 
Olki! You’re going 
to take me to 
Anchorage! 


Take him! 
Maybe we 
can find 
an all- 
night 
blubber, 
store! 


No! Just to where 
the fish are biting. 

The only thing 
I’ve caught in the 
last month was a 
cold! 


It rained last night and 
you’ve got to remember 
that these vines are slip¬ 
pery when wet! 


I suppose you want 
me to take you to 
Cuba, Canada or 
South America? 


VINES 



Come on, Tarzan! 


■W. 

/ 

Let’s put some 
speed into it! Is 
this as fast as we 

L 

/ 

can go? 

--- --' 
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Hello, Al! How 
come I don’t see 

I’m a drop¬ 
out! 

1 171 
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you swimming 
with the school? 



w 


^0^7 6 // 


- ^ , 



A ~ 





































Eiimwj 

t||ir m 


This road no good! 
Too many rocks and 
toll booths! Me 
tired! How about 
stopping for a tea 


Get a move on! We’re heading for the Ants 
Galore Picnic Grounds! My kids are screaming 
for chocolate fudge! 


You have to go 
faster. Must make 
border in two 


This 
month’s 
flavor is 
pickle 
punch on 
a stick! 


vm ym 

FROSTED 

0ACOM 

COP.f^x 


Okay, but 
first put that 
gun away! The 
water is spil¬ 
ling out of it! 


Pull over, 
Danny. You’re 
taking me to 
the baseball 
field! 


Now head due south! 
Make a right at the 
Gingerbread House 
... Left at the Frog 
Prince... 


Hurry up, Mac! 
I’ve never been 
to a drive-in 
movie and I don’t 
want to riiiss the 
feature film, “The 
Bowery Boys 
Meet Tiny Tim.” 


What’s that 
over there? 
Oh, it's just 
the Eying 
Nun! 


We better make a 
stop at the station 
first. We’re run¬ 
ning low on pea¬ 
nuts! 


I was going to steal a plane but I 
get air sick... Gimme back the 20 
cents I put in that box! 


You can’t 
hi-jack this 
bus! It’s 
against the 
law and, be¬ 
sides, I go 
off duty in 
thirty 
minutes! 


Get this thing 
moving. We’re 
taking a trip to 
Calcutta! 


That guy is 
taking this 
bus to Akron 
Ohio! 


DON’T FORGET, FRIEND! IF YOU’RE 
EVER HI-JACKED. SEND US A POSTCARD! 














































FLIP THE PAGES AND YOUR MIND SECTION: 
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Hello, man! I’m a hippie. I’m against war, 
the Establishment and work. I'm also 
against soap. Grab your crayons and color 
me dirty. Down with Lever Brothers. 


This is my pad. I live in this pad. Thirty oth¬ 
er hippies live in my pad, too. We split the 
rent. Last month I had to pay 56 cents. Col¬ 
or my pad condemned. Down with the Board 
of Health. 






































DOWN 
WITH UP 
ELEVATORS! 


/ LEGALIZE V 

KING 

KONG! 


Here are our “love beads." All of us hippies 
wear “love beads.” They show the world 
that we love all people: the birds , the trees, 
the sky, the flowers, the grass, the moun¬ 
tains. Color them dirty-neck gray. 


These are the buttons we wear to show how 
silly today’s world is. It's our protest 
against society. We are angry at everybody. 
Especially the guy who’s getting rich manu¬ 
facturing these buttons. Color the buttons 
sick. 

20 


This is “bread. I never have too much 
“bread.” My parents used to send me 
“bread” every week but they stopped when 
they found out that my hair was now longer 
than my sister’s. Color the “bread” gone! 



































































This is a hippie folk group. They sing 
strange songs. Songs about poor share¬ 
croppers, coal miners and steelworkers. 
Their songs are called work songs, which is 
strange because these four haven't worked in 
their lives. Color them off-key. 


This is a protest march. We hippies get a 
kick out of staging protest marches. We 
carry signs and sing. Sometimes we stage 
sit-ins. We sit-in at the mayor's office and 
at the draft board. We'll sit in any place ex¬ 
cept barber shops and employment offices. 
Color us ill because this is the first time 
we've been out in the fresh air in weeks. 


Here is a guru. A guru is a wise man. He 
says intelligent things. Some of his wise 
statements are “Sleeping elephant is worth 
a dozen doughnuts in the ear" and “The 
winds from the north make turtle dance on 
top of wet breadbox!" Color him slightly off 
his cool. 


wm 






Here is a coffee shop. Hippies like to sit 
around here and recite poetry, and sing and 
act out dramatic happenings. They also en¬ 
joy doing other weird things in this place. 
Color it closed. The fuzz raided the place 
last night. 



















/ WHEN \ 
' I WAS TOURING ^ 
WITH WIICK AND KEEF. 

I PUT THE BACK IN 
BACKSTAGE PASSES 
BABY, YEAH! 

V BEHAVE! y 


CRACKED recently attended a Rolling Stones press conference to which the usual fogeyish-type news 
reporters were invited. Paradoxically, we found the session revealed more about the interviewers than 
about the interviewees . .. 


Don't you think your quick success is an 
insult to the truly gifted artists of my gen¬ 
eration — like Lawrence Welk, Vaughn 
Monroe and Kay Kyser? 


Can you tell us 
why this passing 
fad of rock V roll 
has lasted for 
over 12 years? 


Gracious! Don't 
you chaps feel 
your manhood 
is in doubt when 
you wear such 
long hair? 


I’ve two complaints against you 
guys! You always use questionable 
lyrics, and you always mumble so 
that I can't understand a word 
you’re singing! 


How would you 
like a punch in 
the mouth? 








charue 




In honor of the 
Stones, let’s everybody 
get stoned! 


Say, where did you ever get a 
name like the Rolling Stones? 


Where did y< 
fellows meet 
each other? 


I've a question to 
ask you Drolling 
Moans, or is it the 
Moaning Drones? 
(Tee-hee! Chuckle! 
Chuckle!) Why are 
you always so 
disrespectful to us 
reporters? 


A very good question . . . We started 
out as the Bouncing Boulders . . . Then, 
when we finally agreed on the Beatle 
Jr.'s, our agent came up with the Rolling 
Stones. 


On a long line in 
a barber shop! 


Hey, Bill! You've 
got moss on 
your shoulder! 


Brian, what's the real 
reason you wear such 
long, blonde hair? 


Don't be silly! A 
rolling stone 
gathers no moss! 


If I only have one life 
to live, let me live it 
as a blonde! 


















Is that so? Well, you’ll never catch the Stones 
imitating Chuck Berry’s "Roll Over Beethoven" or 
Little Richard’s “Long Tall Sally" the way a certain 
group I know does! 


The world of pop music has nevor 
soon anything like the intense rivalry 
between Stone and Beatle fans . . . 


Oh, no? What about 
their cover version of 
the Valentinos’ "It's 
All Over Now?" 


Golly! The Stones 
go to my head! 


It figures! You've 
got to have rocks 
in your head to 
like the Stones! 
(Yuk! Yuk!) 


Say, are you 
a Beatle fan? 


Your mother plays old 
Bing Crosby records! 


Oh yeah? Your mother 
swoons over 


Rudy Vallee! I 


No, I'm a Beatle 
air conditioner! 


Believe me, Alice! I’d love to join your 
Stones Fan Club, but the cost of re-decorat- 
ing my room would bankrupt me! 


The Stones undoubtedly would like to 
surpass the Beatles in popularity, but 
many obstacles stand in their way ... 


ItTUdH ir 
I Vi nil th 
fa?AT/.E: 



Grrr! 1 hope 

k 

Paul McCartney J 


gets married < 

1 9 

tomorrow! 
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The King thoroughly 
enjoyed the playing of 
you Rolling Stones! 


We weren’t playing 
Rolling Stones! We 
were singing! 


A novel gimmick! 


I’d like you boys to meet 
my sisters. Have you 
heard of them? 


. . . Like their's! Some¬ 
thing to set you apart 
from the other groups! 


Honorable Chamberlain, 
how did we do in our 
audition? 


Sure! Everybody's 
heard of the 


"King" Sisters! 




•ys.vV 


CRACKED believes (he Stones are a real swinging group. But who knows? In another time and in another place, 
they might not have been quite as popular... 



























Is this painted 
by sunlight? 


Today, all across the United States, mil¬ 
lions of people are taking brush and pallet 
in hand and painting artistic masterpieces. 
(Or should that be messterpieces?) Some 
have taken up art for fun and pleasure 
while others paint to earn a living. And 
still many more individuals paint because 
they need something to cover up a hole in 
the livingroom wall. Come along as . . . 


That painting 
shows emotion, 
sensitivity and 
a wonderful 
knowledge 
of color! 


No, by 
numbers! 


I don’t know 
anything about art, 
but this I like! 


What do you call 
this painting? 


“Explosion In A 
Pizza Factory!” 
Man! Was I high 
that night! 


S 1 

-L-. 

I’m a Sun- 

No wonder 

u 

day painter. 

you have 


The rest of 

sawdust in 

bM I 

the week, 

1 drink! 

your hair! 
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How much 
is this 
painting? 


No, I live in 
a penthouse 
and swing! 


Only when I 
have to look al 
other artists’ 
paintings. Boy, 


All artists are 
supposed to suffer. 
Do you suffer much? 


I Iried painting 
by ear, but it’s 
too messy! 
Now I use 
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WHEN THE COUNTRY GOES TO POT IN MORE WAYS 
THAN ONE SECTION: 

p 

/Ajr. Leary, llie high priest of the flippy cult, beckons the world to tune in, turn on and drop 
Mini. CRACKED takes you to that hippy, happy day when the power structure is no longer 
leery of Leary, to that day when we pay our income taxes by chanting a few mantras, to that day 


Groovy, man! 
We're gonna zap 
those Commies 
with love! 


and daffodils! 




over fire 


Hey, Slim! Ain’t you 
supposed to be on K.P 


Yeah, 
Sargey-o! 
Just as soon as 
I finish writing 
my transcen- 
dentalist poetry! 


We hereby 
declare every 
thing to be 
constitutional! 


Not quite everything! We'll make 
the fuzz unconstitutional, we’ll 
make getting busted unconstitu¬ 
tional, and we’ll make our old, 
black robes unconstitutional! 


We'll even make praying 
in school constitutional . . . 
providing it’s a Zen- 
Buddhist prayer. 



























When you hear the 
tambourine dial tone, it 
will be the correct time 
to blow your mind . . . 
And as for you hard¬ 
core squares out there 
who are uptight on a 
different kind of time, 
isn't it high time you 
got out of that old 
A.M.-P.M. time bag? 


You're a new teacher here at Hippy High, so 
let me clue you in on the scene. There's no 
homework here, no tests, no attendance 
records and no report cards! This helps 
eliminate the anxiety barrier! 


LPFI&JHT 
v'£ Hi i 




Only one! Nobody is allowed to smoke 
conventional-type cigarettes! 


And another thing .. 
This 9 to 5 jazz is out! 
From now on, my cats 
groove into your 
factory and split 
whenever they want to. 


Man! You're making my cats work 
under insufferable conditions! 
How can they do their gig when 
there's no ear-splitting rock 'n' 
roll in the background or flashing 
strobe lights? 
















I’ve a few questions to ask you, Superguy! 

Nix with that “Superguy” monicker. That 
was my old, square tag. My friends now 
^ call me “Superguru!” 

I see you still use a phone booth for 
changing into your costume. 

■ * 

No, this is my pad now! I share it with six 

other mind-tripping hippies! 

(Sniff! Sniff!) What’s that foul odor? 


You're probably referring to my costume. 
I haven’t taken it off since I’ve dropped 
out of straight society. 


Only in the Ganges, man 


What about villains? You still pursue 
them, don't you? 

I 1 ■ 

Man! I’ve gotten over that square hang-up 
of helping out the fuzz. Now I do 
meaningful, creative work ... Like, I make 
psychedelic rugs out of old matchbook 
_ covers. _ 

Don’t you miss doing your old 
superstunts like jumping over the Empire 
State Building? 


Heck, no! When we hippies get stoned, 
A we go much higher than that! 
























HOW WE RETIRED IN ONE DAY WITH $50 A WEEK! 

“We’d never be here in the East Village of New 
York City on Cloud 9 and financially indepen¬ 
dent if Plioney-X Mutual hadn’t shown us a 
detailed plan of how to blackmail our uptight, 
bourgeoise parents into giving us an allowance. 
Phoney-X will show you, too, how to use the 
weapon of disgrace by threatening to get busted 
right in your parents’ community!” 

Send away for our free booklet showing you how to drop out from lift 
with a guaranteed income. 


ONLY DAY-GLO GIVES YOUR HAIR THE 
LUMINOUS QUALITY THAT BLENDS IN 
NATURALLY WITH THE FLASHING 
LIGHTS OF YOUR PSYCHEDELIC TRIPS. 
COMES IN THE FOLLOWING VIBRANT 
COLORS: - LIGHTNING BLUE • NEON GREEN 

• MELLOW YELLOW • ELECTRIC ORANGE 


DRAG SOAP OFFERS 
YOU 24-DAY, ODOR- 
IZED PROTECTION 
TO GUARD YOUR 
HIPPY REPUTATION! 

... DRAG SOAP IS THE 
ONLY SOAP THATS 
CHEMICALLY TREATED 
TO MAKE YOU SMELL 
WORSE THAN BEFORE 
YOU BATHED! 


♦GUARANTEED TO LAST 10 YEARS IF NOT 
USED BY MORE THAN TWO SHIFTS A DAY. 
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YESTERDAY 


THE PRE-TEEN DROPOUT FROM LIFE: THE WEENY-BOPPER 


LIFE IS RIFE WITH STRIFE EVEN WITHOUT A WIFE SECTION 


Competition in America 
was keen from the start, 
bat the losers and fail¬ 
ures in life usually did¬ 
n’t call it quits until they 
were well advanced in 


Talk about heavy 
drinking! After my 
last operation, 
instead of stitches 
they usee corks! 


I'm thinking of giving up 
drinking, too! I see the 
randwriting on the floor! 


Already, there are 
indications that the 
stresses of competi¬ 
tion are making 
themselves felt at 
still an earlier age. 
Tots are encouraged 
to join the rat race 
by striving in nurs¬ 
ery school and kin¬ 
dergarten. 

CRACKED predicts 
that we will soon 
face a new phenom¬ 
enon ... 


I was doing all right 
until the second grace, 
and then I asked myself, 
where's it all leading to!? 


The corrupt power 
structure has me uptight! 


^ V 

Yeah! 1 don't like 
my mommy and 
daddy either! 








































Competition is keen¬ 
er than ever and it 
starts much earlier 
in life. Youngsters 
constantly face in¬ 
creasing demands 
for better school 
grades, and pres¬ 
sures for conform¬ 
ity. As a result, the 
losers and failures 
throw in the towel at 
a much earlier age. 


Oh, gum! I'm ted up with bcurgeoise values 
and middle class suburbia. Tell me tow I can 
be reborn as a hippy! 


I wanna make a 
good impression 
cn some of my 
old, square 
itiends who're 
gonna visit my 
pad. Can I borrow 
a few of your 
roaches? 


TOMPKINS PARK | 

TRAVEL AGENCY 

psraeoftii 


To truly live a blessed life you 
need three things ... An 
understanding with your karma, 
a belief in cosmic nakedness, 
$50 weekly from your parents! 


SAX MAN, 

•S* you 
I WANNA 

M VISIT 

PARIS? 

jXZ$ we got 

< SC/NtIMINt 
THAT'UBHING, 
PA HIS TO YOU/ 


AIRLINES 

IF YOU 
WANNA 
FLY NOW 

YOU 00 HA 
PAY NOW! 


IRE GETTING 
YOUNGER 


No. they 
signify that 
he hasn't 
iearned to 
talk yet! 


Do those 
strange sounds 
in your guru signify 
some mystical, 
Tibetan chant? 


what’s your 
definition of a 
| supre me being? 


Lollipops are 
square! If you 
really wanna kick, 
try sniffing this 
talcum powder! 





















WEENY-BOPPER PAD 


WEENY-BOPPER PROTESTS 








The rebellious Weeny-Boppers will have their own 
way of expressing disenchantment with life . . . 
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You’re welcome to my 
pad if you don’t mind 
sleeping eight to a crib! 



WEENY-BOPPER THREADS 


WEENY-BOPPER KICKS 


SKWWtWWWIWW 


WEENY-BOPPER GANGS 




Forget the gumballs! I have something that’ll 
really make you high! 


Have you tried carbonated 
milk? What a gas! 


How come 
your carriage 
doesn’t have 
wheels? 



































































WEENY-BOPPER BUTTONS 


WEENY-BOPPER BUMPER STICKER FOR WAGONS 


WEENY-BOPPER DOLL HOUSE PAD 


WEENY-BOPPER 
MICKEY MOUSE WATCH 


WEENY-BOPPER DOLL 


/ 


TUNE IN, \ 
TURN ON, > 
DROP OUT OF 
KINDERGARTEN! 




LET’S LIVE FOR TODAY 


FOR TONIGHT WE HAVE TO GO TO BED! 


DOWN WITH 
PING DONG 
SCHOOL 


Has two, big, roomy 
exits for Weeny- 
Boppers who get 
bugged at being 
confined to one 
spot. 


Comes with 250 toy roaches and 
protest posters. Shock your up¬ 
tight, bourgeoise tot friends. 


Comes without 
hands or numerals. 
Life is too short to 
be bugged by time. 


Comes fully equipped 
with one soiled diaper 
and 250 protest signs. 
Just pull her ring and she 
actually says, “Bag off!” 



/ HUMPTY \ 


/ DUMPTY 


' GOT WHAT ALL 


l EGGHEADS 

lllSlti 

\ DESERVE! 
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BEATLES GOT N 
THEIR SPANISH BOOTS 
FROM MB, AN V I GOT 
THEM FROM A MATADOR 
WHO WAS GORED IN THE... 
V RING'A'DING-DING. , 
OLE, BABY! YEAH! 


THIS NOT 
TARZAN 


FOLLOWING THE RELEASE OF "A HARD DAY'S 
NIGHT," THE BEATLES' FIRST MOVIE, CRACKED 
DID A PARODY OF POSSIBLE FUTURE BEATLE 
MOVIES, ENTITLED "BEATLEMANIA" (issue No. 42). 

NOW THAT THE BEATLES HAVE REPEATED THEIR 
FILM COMEDY SUCCESS WITH "HELP!", WE AT 
CRACKED HAVE BEEN INSPIRED TO REPEAT OUR 
CARTOON COMEDY FAILURE. OUR SECOND 
SPOOF OF FUTURE BEATLE MOVIES IS ENTITLED, 
APPROPRIATELY ENOUGH . . . 


I'M MkUUUWAL MLkULy minstrels as 

MERRIMENT SECTION: 


MORE 

















































OR, SW/K/6IN& AROUND WITH TH£ BEATLES 


Sorry, Marcia my marvelous Martian, but I’ve simply got to go! Our 
group has a one-night stand on Jupiter in 3 months, and I’ll have 
to leave now if I’m going to make it! 


How can I let you go, now that I know who INSPIRED 
your movie, “Help!"? 


who was that, luv? 


Trying to outrun these four¬ 
legged Saturnian fans is 
too much! 


I’ll be daft if I ever again let 
Ringo fix me up with a 
BLIND DATE like that 
Marcia the Martian! 


§S7 

j 

i 

I'm frazzled! 
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Yes, she was an improvement. 
She only had THREE eyes! 


Oh, you mean that crea 
ture with five eyes? 


Paul, this time I guarantee 
ou that I have a real beauty. 
She's a normal Saturnian 
with only TWO EYES! 


ASTEROID 7-79035621! 


What about that gal from 
Uranus I introduced you to? 


We’d like to make you a fifth Beetle 
so that you can protect us! 


We’ll even give you a guitar that 
shoots jelly babies back at the fans 


The reason we called 
you over is that there 
have been several at¬ 
tempts on our lives! 


UU/, we re 
fascinated 
with the 
way you 
murder 


I'm equally 
fascinated 
vith the way 
you murder 
your music! 


Gentlemen, I must decline these 
dubious honors.... You see, I've 
already captured the blighters! 


enemies! 


Probably a bunch of 
music critics! 


... 




LE! 

S#J 

AM 

ES 

* 


m 

























Leave that 
to me! First, 
we disguise 
the clan as 
Beatles! 
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Look, Paul! There they are! Like sitting ducks! 
We'll never get another opportunity like this! 
LET 'EM HAVE IT! 


But it’s the 
WRONG ONE! 


i 

® Jrnr" 

* • • " 


My trusty tommy gun 
will soon put a stop 

I 1 

to that! 
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THE KEEN DEAN OF THE CLEAN SCENE SECTION: 

I 

I _ I 
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vur loyal CRACKED custodian, Sylvester P. Smythe, is no stranger to the ZAP-POW 
world of the switched-on generation. In fact, this article proves conclusively that he's .. . 


FfRST 


SYL \ 
WAS ' 
ALSO 

Tf-|£ 

'RIGIALAL 

MOP- 

TOP'. 


' ALL L16HT BULBS 
SHOULD BE SCREWED IN 


PELL-BOTTOM 
-BUCKET 


ALL DIRT SHOULD BE SWEPT 
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m, IT COMES WITH HIS WEEK-END 
W MB WITH THE PARK DEPT. 
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SYLVESTER 1$ PEEP1Y 
COMMITTED TO THE 
(INPEKfiROUNP, 

■■•HE SPENDS 3/4OF HIS TIME J 
IN THE BASEMENT/ ,t$M 


K6U-V ISKiRSORN 


McCARl 


ItaTlarjI 
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A PAY/ i 
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DEVIL 


DEAD! 


The newest fad sweeping the country is the lapel button. If you've seen any 
of them, you've probably noticed that they're only for hip people.... But what 
about the other segment of our population? Shouldn't they also participate in 
the fun? We at CRACKED think so, and that's why we've come up with these... 


we 

/ CAN'T BE \ 
SQUARE, MR N 
BIC3C5LESWORTH. WE 
\ K NOW HOW TO J 
> RHU/MB.A! y 


EARLY TO s 
BED 

AND 
EARLY 
TO RISE! 1 


A PENNY 
SAVED IS 
A PENNY 
EARNED! 


SUPPORT 


ALWAYS 

PAY 

CASH! 


ESTABLISHMENT! 
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BE 
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NICE 

1 

GUY! 
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DO A 

GOOD DEED. 

LEND A 
HIPPIE 
A RAZOR! 


PAY 

YOUR 

TAXES! 


BETTER 

LATE 

THAN 

NEVER! 


SATAN 
FINDS WORK 
FOR 

IDLE HANDS! 


KEEP 

AMERICA 

BEAUTIFUL! 


AN APPLE 
A DAY 
KEEPS THE 
DOCTOR 
AWAY! 


LAWRENCE 

WELK 

LIVES! 















Hey! How about acting like you're really 
spaced out for my movie? 


Marvin! Marvin, where are you? 
Has anybody seen my boyfriend?', 
I was standing on his shoulders /fa 
and in the excitement, he /yiji 

disappeared! _ 


Don’t bother me! I'm trying 
to listen to the music! 


Get off me, you 
idiot! I'm up 
to my eyeballs 
in mud! 


Now it’s been 20 years since Woodstock and we got to wondering what 
happened to all those people! Like, where are they TODAY, man? If you wanna 
know, just keep reading as CRACKED salutes WEIRDstock’s 20th anniversary 

with one of our stupid primers... 
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THE FARMER’S STORY: 


1969 


1989 





See the Farmer. 

He’s dressed in designer overalls. 

He just bought a new Porsche. 

He doesn’t grow crops on his farm any more. 
Then where does he get his money? 

He gets it from the government. 

They pay him not to grow anything. 

That to us is the American Way. 


See the Farmer. 

Woodstock is being held on his farm. 

The Farmer doesn't like the funky crowd. 

He thinks they’re all bums collecting welfare. 

He feels free-loading off the government is un-America, 
There’s a shortage of food at Woodstock. 

The farmer doubled the price of fruit at his stand. 

To him, that’s the American Way. 


THE YIPPIE’S STORY: 1969 1989 



See the Angry Young Man. 

He is a leader of the Mew Left. 

He’s against the capitalist system. 

He thinks we should share the wealth. 

He makes fiery speeches about Karl Marx. 

Most of his bombed-out listeners think, 

“He must be talking about one of the Marx Brothers!’ 


See the man. 

He is not Young or Angry any more. 

He now works on wall Street. 

He belongs to an exclusive country club. 
He votes Republican. 

He is no longer a Yippie, he is now Yuppie. 
What a difference one letter makes! 


THE FOLK SINGER’S STORY: 1969 


See the Folk Singer. 

She sings songs againt the War 
And against descrimination. 

Her biggest gripe is against her agent 
For getting this gig singing in the rain 
To 400,000 zonked out hippies! 


See the Folk Singer. 

She is still singing protest songs. 

She sells lots of records and is rich, rich, rich! 

She hires illegal immigrants to work on her estate, 
They work cheap and if they protest... 

They get deported! 
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THE SKINNY DIPPER’S STORY: 1969 




See the Lady. 

She doesn't skinny-dip anymore. 
She is now a wife and mother. 

She doen’t let her kids watch MTV 
Because it’s too suggestive. 

She no longer beleives in free love. 
Just ask her husband! 


THE PROTESTOR’S STORY 1969 1989 


See the Man leading a Protest. 

He is protesting the War. 

He has burned his draft card 
In protest of the Draft. 

It doesn’t really matter 

Because he has a student deferment. 


the Girl. 

She believes in free love. 

She lieks to swim without clothes. 
This is called skinny-dipping. 
Maybe in her case, 

It should be called fatty-dipping! 


This is the Protestor. 

He is running for political office. 

He accepts contributions from munition makers. 

He is for aid to the Contras 

And thinks we should bomb Libya. 

He is for anything that will get him elected. 


THE JANITOR’S STORY: 1969 1989 



See the Janitor. 

It is his job to clean up afte the animals. 
No, not the pigs, goats, cows or sheep, 
But the two-legged ones! 


See the Janitor. 

He is still cleaning up the mess. 
Clean, clean, clean. 

Hey, it’s only been 20 years! 
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dear... i sea/vi 

TO HAVE BLOWN 
OUT MV MOJO. 



len years ago, a CRACKED commando unit in S.E. Asia was sent to jail for a 
crime they didn’t commit. Knowing they’d never get a fair trial, they risked the 
impossible to undertake another impossible task—crush NBC’s competition and 
get that network out of third place. Their methods of operation were a little 
unorthodox (sometimes even a teensy bit violent), but it didn’t take long before 
the 4 men and 1 woman managed to turn their series into the smash hit Tuesday 
night show known as 
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Excuse me officer, but would you like to buy a 
box of Girl Scout cookies? 


You mean like Cannibal Terrain 
from The A-a-ayy Team? 


Holy gabonza beans! What a great disguisef 


But these are great cookies. Unlike last 
year's that were super stale, these are just a 
little stale. 


I said beat it. I'm waiting for someone 


Plus having an audience that 
believes that everyday is just like 
Halloween helps a lot too! 


Anyway, four cops in our force are corrupt. I want you to 
get those no good dirty rotten slime of the earth scuzzballs 
to resign voluntarily. 


Why don't you just report them 
to your superiors yourself? 


And turn in some of the best 
friends a guy ever had? Come on! 




Well, 

I've got 
Goldilocks, 
Heidi, The 
Magic 



i Kina ot Tigurea 

that. 1 didn't think 

Not you 

Mudlark. 

HIM! 

Oh.Well, 
I'm a 
cop. 

you were wearing 
that outfit just 
because you liked 

Pickle . . . 
- II - 

K v 

ism 

SLijiifm; a- 

blue. 




























I don't know. After all, the 
cops are looking for us. 


True, but I think I know the real 
eason you're hesitant. You realize 
this assignment could involve 
danger and lots of bullets, plus 
out-of-control car chases, loud 
explosions, ultra-violence . . . 


Not that kind of bug! The 
small little microphone kind. 


Are you Sergeant O'Hobo? 


Well, we're the interior decorators you 
hired to redo all the lockers in this 
precinct. 


I never ordered ar 
interior decorators 


I know you didn't but headquarters did. They said it's 
been a few years since they last redid your lockers. 


Unfortunately, due to budget restraints, the city couldn't 
afford to spring for the plaid pattern you ordered. However, 
they did agree to let you have this surplus Annie Wallpaper 


ve never redone them 


See how long it's been? 


Grown cops with Annie plastered 
all over their lockers? 


YOU KNOW YOU'RE SETTING OUO WHEN 
YOU Fm. YOUR CORNS MORE THAN 
YOUR OA7'5‘. , 


O.K. guys. The first thing we gotta do is sneak 
into police headquarters and put a bug on 


each of the corrupt cops' uniforms. You ready 


to do that Spaced? 
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Never! 


Look. Either you take our Annie offer now 
or who knows the next time we'll be back. It 
could be a year, a month or even . . . 


I'll just sew each of these 
mikes onto their uniforms like 
so. Think they'll notice them? 


Tomorrow! 

Tomorrow! 


O.K. O.K. Do it. Only don't sing. And 
please be gone before the men get here. 


Good work. Now we just sit 
here and wait until we pick 
something up. Wait! Here it 
comes! 


Let's pick on that boomerang shop 
at 5th and Avocado. I hear business 
has been coming back. 


>o what do you 
wanna do this 
afternoon? 


Great. That's a goo< 
time to hit them for 
protection money. 


O.K. B.O. We gotta get over to that 
boomerang shop before they do. Make 
this van fly. 


Oh. You me 
fast and 
wreckless . 


near misses 


What I meant was to drive us over there 
in a typical A-a-ayy Team fashion. 
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Hello, ma'am. I'm Officer Steve and this is 
Officer Tim and, well, if you want 
anymore police protection, you're 
gonna have to start paying for it. 


And two-wheel turns, 


Ma'am, a few cops are on their way over to 
demand protection money from you. They're 
corrupt and we'd like to set a trap to save you 
from shelling out any money. 


Cannibal. Here they 
come. Everyone hide. 


Forget it! 

She's already 
got protection 


You're safe now, 
ma'am. And there's 
no need to thank us. 


THANK YOU?! Those crooked cops only 
wanted $13 a week. Thanks to your 
protection I'm gonna be paying $500 a 
week for the rest of my life just to put 
this place back together. 


Well, I think those cops know we mean 
business. Now to contact them and tell them 
what we really want. 
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What? Guys! Our 
uniforms are miked. . . O.K 
So you're clever. Let's meet. 


Resign!? Are you nuts! I don't know how you 
found out what we were up to but . . . 


Tomorrow. 6AM at 

the Run and Torture 
Amusement Park. 


A little 

buggy told us 


Come on, Scuzzball! How many other 
people do you expect to find at an 
amusement park at 6AM? 


Well, the meeting's set 
and I think it's gonna be 
rough. 


Or I could arrive 

The A-a-ayy Team way. 


In that case, I'd better stop off at my 
mama's house for an extra gun. Now, 
I could just walk over there, knock on 
the door and walk in like any normal 
person. 


So it's 6AM. 
Where are 
they? 


Right here. On the Flying 
Elephant ride. Get on. 


So, you gonna resign? We know all the things 
you've done. The graft. The corruption. The 
lying. The cheating. 


He's coming. He just 
needed a little 
enticement. 


answer 


Not me brother. I hate 
to fly. There's no way 
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Cannibal!!! They hit our right 
engine! I don't think I can land this 
elephant! We're gonna crash! 
HANG ON! 


O.K. They didn't want to listen to reason, so we'll try 
a different, but more direct approach. 


There's another trying to 
escape through the fun house 


After 'em. One's getting away 
in that speeding car. 



I'll get 'em. 


CRACKED is putting popcorn in the pancake mix so 
they can turn over by themselves. 
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Booga Booga 


Now that we've got you all together, we're gonna ask 
you one more time. Are you guys gonna march 
into your Captain's office tomorrow and resign? 


AHHHH! 


Or what? Is Mr. T 
there gonna give us a 

love hug? 


What's the difference? The 
way you act, all you characters 
are exactly the same. 


I think that was the 
wrong thing to say 


Skip the thanks and just flash 
the cash for our bill. 


give up—we' 
all resign. 


We're gonna 
scare all the 
criminals out of 
town by dressing 
all of our officers 
like you! 
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Your permanent school record is checked to * 
determine if you are a decent, upstanding {: 
Citizen who spends money wisely, or a crude £ 
roustabout who can’t be trusted with anything, 


The final pittance is released 
when you’ve been cleared by the 
background check. r> , 


O 1 < 

^ A quick surveillance is made to see if 

anybody is about to mug you. w*. 


Your parent’s bank account is checked 
to be certain they can support you 
should this particular withdrawal finally 
make you bankrupt. 


Russia, China and other nuclear arms-beanng 
countries are immediately advised that the sudden 
dose of radiation detected by their meters is, in 
fact, the result of a peaceful cooking procedure and 
not indicative of hostile U.S. intent. 
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& V:o 

A complex collection of gears, levers 
and pulleys haltingly gives you $10 
TTSrslJfi. less than you asked for (although you 
\ Vy ^ never notice), stalling for time while... 


VOU use n CASH MACHINE 


In our world today we're surrounded by marvels, electronic and otherwise, that make our 
lives easier, safer and more convenient. But few of us realize how complicated they 
actually are. If you've ever suspected there's a lot more to our high-tech age than meets 
the eye, welcome to this special CRACKED guide which finally reveals... 


Prose: 

ED SUBITZKY 
Pencil Poetry: 

BRUCE BOELXGER 


WHAT RCni.IV 
HRPPCNS UJHCN... 
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Because you may decide to fast-forward through 
the program's commercials, advertisers are alerted 
to make up for it by sending you triple the normal 
amount of junk mail. 

: ‘f itBALL 

KALI 

_el RSAU 
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normal 


After you press five wrong buttons in a row, your 
rising level of frustration is compared against the 
various norms and, if necessary, a local Social 
Service agency is notified. / 


wooooo , 

EMEKGEHGy 


SEXViCES, 

dk. wmn 


If any of the airport security guards are 
watching sports or soap operas on their 
portable TVs, then none ol this happens, 
as the device is turned off so as not to 
generate interference. 


If you’re a pretty girl or a super-stud, a silent 
alarm goes off so airport personnel from all 
over can come and watch. 


If not, a loud alarm goes off, guards 
come in from ail sides, and you’re taken 
to the 'Prisoner's Lounge’ and forced to 
eat airline food for two straight weeks. 


If you are deemed healthy, ultra¬ 
sound technology is used to 
determine the oldest, most cracked 
and crushed sample of the 
requested item, which is then 
ejected from the machine. 


After you make your selection, a 
scanner reads the miniscule 
printing on the side of the package 
in order to determine the fat, salt 
and preservative content of your 
selection. 


If indicated, a hidden cellular phone 
automatically dials your insurance 
agent who immediately raises your 
premiums. 


yo, 

CODFATHCgS 

mUXAHCt. 
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To separate personal letters from junk mail, automatic scanners 
look for phrases such as, 'You may already have won...' and 
"Only 42% annual interest with Twelve years to pay!’. 


Based on your penmanship, the 
following is submitted to several 
agencies: Your Personality Aggres¬ 
siveness Profile Factor (to the CIA), 
your Potential Longevity Quotient (to 
the I.R.S.) and your Straight-line 
Shakiness Factor (to your local Motor 
Vehicle Bureau). 


Your letter is held up to a bright light, 
optically scanned, and, if any 
perversions or bizarre predilections are 
noted, Oprah and Sally Jesse Raphael 
are contacted. 


KtOKT! 


If there isn't a reasonable match, the local 
FBI office is dialed instead. 

stun, *eo ¥t turns tm m. ■ 
ro/t ca* Boxt/Hes, m one. ■ 

FOK FXTCXT/CH, H/T TWO. FOK I 
MOOtUS, H/T THAU... 


If "urgent', you are told to deposit three 
times as much as normal, knowing that 
you can’t refuse, 


Deposit 
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^ EVERY YEAR WORKS \ 

OP AMERICAN FICTION, UKf 

'huckleberry f/ww/a re 

REMOVER PROM SCHOOL LIBRARIES 
IN AMIS6UIPEV EFFORT TO 
PROTECT IMPRESSIONABLE YOUNG? 
MINUS THROUGH THE OUESTION- 

v able practice op y 

^^^CENSORSHIR 


SCRIPT- PAVtPJ. BOONE ART- <53RY F/eLPS 


P HFBTF AOC \ 

SOME BOOKS THAT WERE 
UEEMEP SO INAPPROPRIATE 
THEY WERE BANNER &Y 
THE NATIONAL LIBRARY 
^ ASSOCIATION. 


FROLICKMIS PAY AT THE BEACH 
ALMOST LEAPS TO A CASE OF 
BASAL MELANOMA UNTIL CLtFFORP 
MEETS ALOE, THE COPPER TO WE 
CAWfWE. 


* Clifford’s 

Lesson In 
>i I*' Sunscreen 


Xtf/m 
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ANP FOAMY/ 


W-&A TRAPPERS 
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fu^ABlPBLOOMW"*- 
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Children's Books 



you're a young 

^AN, NANCY 



hsc, /> N n HIO PAL, BOO BOO, ARE CURE? 
PP6ARO AO THE EVIL PR- O AL MQNELLA• 
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HOLLYWOOD is seriously considering the idea of a sequel to the all-time great civil war classic film. There's only one problem... Most of the original cast has 
gone to that great, big plantation in the sky, which means it will have to be recast with contemporary actors! Well, we're beating Tinsel town to the punch with a 
special CRACKED mini-series. Here is our modem version of the original film (with our sequel to appear in a future issue)... 


ROSEANNE BARR as 


hungry! 


Ah do declare. 
Earnest, you sure 
know how t' sweet 
talk a gal! 


Who needs 
flowers? You can't 
eat flowers! 


Scarelotte, l brought you 
these flowers! 


! Look at Scarelotte 

flirting with all those 
men, including 
j; my fiance Earnest! 

■* I hate her! 


Oh, Melodyp, 
you say that 
about everybody! 


I done brought you a 
bucket of the 
Colonel's Secret 


You musn't say that j 
about your sister! » 
Scarelotte is the 
sweetest, kindest, 
most generous, 
lovable person I know! 


...Like, what do you 
think about Atilla the 
Hun? 


He was the sweetest, 
kindest, most... 










































I Hey Scarelotte, didja hear 
1 that Mr. Assley and Miss 
Melodyp is gettin' 

i _ married?! 


You gotta be kiddin’! I mean, I 
got the hots for Assley! What can 
he see in that skinny broad? 
What's she got that I haven't got 
plenty more of? Okay, I'll show 
'em! Earnest, will you marry me? 


What do you expect? Bif 
Foot trucks, football anc 
girlie magazines ain't 
been invented yet! 


Oh, fiddle de dee! All 
them boys talk about 
is that stupid war! 


Well, at least Stewdellen 
ain't losin' a fiance... She's 
gainin' a brother-in-law! 


Does a bear spit in 
the woods? Do dogs 
like fire hydrants? 
Do rhinos... 


Sheesh! A 
simple 
"yes" 
will do! 


FORT SUMTIN HAD BEEN' FIRED UPON AND WAR WAS DECLARED! 


Scarelotte, 1 have some good news and some bad 
news! First, the good news: Assley feel off his horse 
but wasn't hurt. Unfortunately, he had his sword 
drawn and landed on your husband! Poor Earnest was 


So what's the bad news?! 


It sure is great havin' a man like 
Captain Wilts leadin' us inta battle! 


All right, men! 
Fall in... Ooops! 


No, it w'as more like a shishkabob! You know, all 
this talk of heroes and shishkabob is makin' me 
hung ry! When do we eat? 


THE CONFEDERATES THOUGHT IT WOULD BE A SHORT WAR, BUT IT DRAGGED 
ON AND THEY RAN OUT OF SUPPLIES. THE VICTORIOUS YANKEES MARCHED 
THROUGH GEORGIA, BURNING EVERYTHING IN SIGHT! 

Rhecc, you didn't happen to bring any franks or 
marshmallows, did you? It'd be a shame to waste 
this fire! 


Scarelotte, Mrs. Wilts, come on! 



j Ah cain't wait for the | 
war to start! We'll 
; cream the Yankees! 

I'm giving two-to-one odds 
that the Yankees kick your 

L-CTgTr —--* 






























J 


There's no food! 
Those Yankee finks 
took everything! 


So what else is 
new? He was like 
that for the last 


It was those Yankees! 
They ripped everything 
off and your father has 
flipped outl He can't 
remember a thing! 


Howdy, Miss fj"’"” 


Rhecc!! I came as soon as 1 
heard you were in jail for 
passing counterfeit 
confederate money! 


Why, it's Frankly, 
Stewedellen's new 


happen to 
bring me a 
cake with a file 
inside it? 


Mr. Assley tripped and knocked ol' Frankly into a buzz saw and he was chopped 


Stewdellen, you 
musn't blame 
poor, sweet 
Scarelotte! She 
just loves 
weddings... 
especially her 
own! 


Dear me! I 
hope it 
wasn't 
Assley and 
his sword 
again! 


into kindling!' 


I hope she digs 
funerals, too, 
'cause her new 
husband was 
killed in an 
accident! 


No, he didn't 
use the sword 
this time! 


YaaAAiilleeEE! 
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Look at the bright side... Right now. 
Frankly is probably in somebody's 
fireplace, keeping them warm! 


I bribed the judge and 
jury. Scarelotte, how's 
about you and me gettin' 
hitched? 


Scarelotte, I know you're in 
mourning, but you look terrible 
in black! 


Ain't nuthin' left but 
his pair of blue 
suede shoes! 


I can't stand 
you! Why would 
1 want to 
marry you? 


Yeah, I know. Black 
makes me look fat! 
Mow'd you get 
outta jail? 


Because I'm 
rich! I made a 
fortune selling 
carpets to the 
petbaggers! 


xjJk&KX. 


This is the greatest honeymoon I ever had! 
Rhecc, you sure know the way to a 
woman's heart! 


In your case, m' dear, it's through your 

stomach! 


Miss Scarelotte! Mr. Assley 
said to tell you that Miss 
Melodyp is dead! 


All right! That 
means Assley is 
a widower! 


Frankly, my dear... I don’t give a dam! 


Before you go... Could you stop by the 7-11 and get me a crate of Twinkies, 
a sack of marshmallows, a carton of Goobers, a gross of Oreos, a few bags 
of jellybeans and some diet Root Beer? 


You can't leave, Rhecc! What 
will become of me? 
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Ine Pilot to School Bus Driver 


OUR ALTITUDE IS 3 FEET. OUR 
CRUISING SPEED IS 31 MPH. 
ESTIMATED ARRIVAL TI/VIE AT Kl/M 
BASINGER JUNIOR HIGH IS 8.SA. IF yOU 
LOOK OUT THE RIGHT HAND WINDOW 
you WILL SEE MR. WILSON'S DOG 
CHASING A CAT. THANK yOU FOR 


From Dentist to Street Repairman 


I WANT AN X-RAT BEFORE WE 
FILL IT. THIS SHOWS WHAT 
HAPPENS WHEN YOU DON'T 
_BRUSH! _ 


llPS 



m 


WRITER: FRED SAHNER ARTIST: DON OREHEK 
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From Teacher to Bank Teller 


From Cop to Waiter 


| OKA/, yOU WERE EATING WAY 
- TOO FAST. /OU REACHED FOR 
THE KETCHUP WITHOUT 
SIGNALING AN O YOU DROPPED 
PEAS ON THE FLOOR. THAT'S 
LITTERING, BUDD/I 


LET'S CHECK YOU R /MATH. 
yOU HAD $ 830.16 IN SAVINGS 
AT 4% INTEREST. NOW, HOW 
/MUCH /MONEy WILL BE 
LEFT IF yOU BUy A NEW 
BICyCLE? 


From Race Car Driver 


From Animal Trainer 


From Auto Mechanic 



to Doctor 


School Teacher 


V^Vo Parking Attendant 


\l WE GAVE yOUR HUS- 
/ BAND A LUBE JOB, 
/ OILED HIS JOINTS, 
ROTATED WHATEVER 
WE COULD. HE'S GOT 
A LOT OF /MILES ON 
HI/M. IS HE STILL 
COVERED BY THE 
WARRANTy? 


NOBODy PARKS THE/M 
FASTER THAN OLD 
Jl/M/My BOB! HE JUST 
HIT 140 /MPH IN A '62 
STUDEBAKER! yEEHAW 


WHEN I SAY 
NO TALKING, I 
WANT IT 
QUIET! ANy 
QUESTIONS?’ 
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WASHINGTON, DC. 


That would mean using 
subtitles and since most 
American teen 
moviegoers are illiterate, 
they still wouldn't 
understand what's 
going onl 


I was voted the sexiest 
man in the world and I 
want T show off me 
grrreat legs! Besides, 
they go wi' me brogue, 
laddie! 


Hoot, mon! It's a 
cold, moonlit 
night, comrade, 
and I'm freezin' 
m' buns off! 


No wonder 
you're cold. 
Captain, 
wearing those 

kilts! 


Shouldn't we be 
speaking 
Russian instead 
of English!! 


No matter what 
language we speak, 
nobody is going to be 
able to figure out this 
sensless plot! 


yTECiAU 'THb weT* CNW 
SKzWWSflfff' 




Urn, we better these 
pictures to the Joint 
Chiefs... They'll be 
happy 'cause in this 
all-male movie, 
anything in a skirt 
starts to look good! 


The Red Crackedober is the most 
advanced sub in the woridl Its 
skipper, Captain Hazelwoodcrvitch, 
is a living legend and he trained 
most of the Russian attack boat 
captains! They call him the 
"Schoolmaster"... actually, they call 
him the "Schoolmarm" because he 
wears kilts! 


Could our glasnost buddies RUSSIA actually be attacking the U.S. of A? What a far¬ 
fetched idea! But that's what's happening in the hit movie which has a SUBMARINE 
heading towards the States with BAD intentions! This sub MUST be STOPPED, so 

join us in... 
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What was 
important 
enough to get 
you on a plane 
in the middle of 
the night? 


A couple of 
months ago 


Some secret sub 
photos for you to 
look at... and a 
sale of teddy 
bears at BEARS 


watched the 


THE US AND SOVIET GOVERNMENTS BOTH DENY THAT THIS INCIDENT EVER 
TOOK PLACE. UNFORTUNATELY, THE MOVIE PRODUCERS AND CRACKED 
WENT AHEAD WITH IT ANYWAY! 


Jock, you look 
terrible! When 
was the last 
time you sleptl 


Tony Frank writer artist Walter Brogan 
















































Wait! I hear 
something... 
Sounds like 

music! 


But I like fish 
stories... and 
that's not the 


What arre y' jf 
doin' in me >j 
cabin! I 


I'm the Political Officer and 
I'm checking up on you! I see 
you're reading Jonah and the 
Whale... You know reading 
the Bible is forbidden! 


Classics 

Illustrated 

comics! 


Why would 
the Russians 
waste a 
missle on 
New York? 


That license to kill I 

used t' have surre 
comes in handyl 
...This is the Captain 
speakin'! Will the 
Medical Officer report 
to me cabin? 




Yeah! That city 
looks nuked 
already! Have you 
ridden those 
subways?! 


^2 Should I bring my 

yt medical bag? 


grounded him 
'cause he 
wouldn't eat his 
broccoli! 


The Rad Crackedober is heading for the U.S. Before 
he set sail, Captain Hazelwoodovitch sent a letter 
to the Russian Premier. The contents of this letter 
are unknown! 


Codes we can decipher, but the letter was written in Russian! None of 
our experts can make heads or tails of that stuff! 


What's the matter? Couldn't 
the CIA boys crack the code? 
































































AN AIRCRAFT CASHIER SOMEWHERE IN THE NORTH ATLANTIC. 


SOMEWHERE IN THE NORTH ATLANTIC. 


It's obvious (hat 
Hazelwoodovit- 
ch is a mental 
case and 
intends to start 
World War llll 


Because we all have 
our careers to worry 
about! You're 
expendable! All you 
have is a wife, a kid 
and a very large 
teddy bear! 


Hey, we can't lose! If it's a Russian sub, we'll be heroes! And if it’s 
mutant turtles, maybe some of their box office appeal will rub off 
on us!! 


No, I'm sure it's 
the Russian sub! 
I know how to 
track that 
sucker! 


I hope it's not rock 'n' roll! 
I don't want any of the 
crew attempting Satanic 
suicide! 


Sign here, please! Thank you and have a nice day (blub blub)! 


I need to get aboard that sub 
that's tracking the Rad 
Crackedober! 


Call Federal 
Express! They 
guarantee 

overnight 

delivery 

anywhere in the 


None of our planes 
arry enough fuel to fly 
there and get back! 


Before we go off the deep 


Not 

end... that's a little 

he 

[ exactly... 

submarine humor there... 

wanted to 

j He asked 

there's another possibility! 

defect? 

i me what 

Hazelwoodovitch wants to 


j my sign 

defect! I'm the CIA expert on 
him... 1 even met him once 


wasl 

at a cocktail party! 
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ABOARD THE AMERICAN TRACKING SOB. 


Haven't you seen 
my New Jersey 
Bell TV 
commercials? 
Look in the 
Yellow Pages, 
under 

Submarines; 

Russian! 


How do 
you 

propose we 
do that? 


We must make 
contact with 
Hazelwoodovitch! 
I want to meet him 
race to face! 


Who are 
you going 
to believe? 
The 

Russians or 
the CIA? 


The 

computer 
took the 
fifth! 


Hi! I'm Jock Raynman, CIA! 
I'm sure that Captain 
Hazelwoodovitch wants 
to defect! 


The Russians claim he is 
going to attack the U.5.! 
They've asked our help 
in stopping him! 


You have reached the Rad 
Crackedober... Captain 
Hazelwoodovitch is out to 
LAUNCH... GET IT? That's some 
more submarine humor... Leave 
your name and message, the 
Captain will get back to you! 


Welcome aboard! I'm 
Captain Hazelwoodovitch. 
Here are the keys to the Rad 
Crackedober... We request 


They 

abandoned 


You 

American 
chaps will 


This is 
Raynman, 
CIA! I 
wish to 
come 
aboard 
and talk! 


...I hate to interupt 
your Welcome 
Wagon speech, but 
we're being fired 
upon! 


Where's 

your 

crew? 


I told you not to hand out those organ 
donor cards, Captain! 


Torpedo 

approachin'! Full 
rudder right! 


Enough already with the 
submarine humor! 


How many 
knots? 


I was the captain of my high school 

dodge ball team! 
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SOMEWHERE IN MAINE. 


Captain, the last torpedo is locked on the 
Red submarine... There's no way they can 
escape! 


Red?! The Red submarine is us, you idiotl Our target was the 
Rad submarine! May day! May day! 


Now the Russians will think the 
Rad Crackedober is destroyed! 


Now we can finally go to America and I can 
have a slimy slice of pizza and a greasy 
burger and fries and.. ARRRGH!! 


This is Jock Raynman, 
CIA! I'd like to speak to 
Donald Trump... Donald? 
how would you like to 
buy the biggest, baddest 
submarine in the world? 


Absolutely! And it's one of a kind! 
Just think, you can paint your name 
on the side in 50 foot letters and 
then you'll be the first to have your 
name all over the land, on the sea, 
in the air and under the ocean! 


So how come every ship in the 
ocean plus two Boy Scouts in a 
dinghy were able to track this 
turkey? Would you consider 
re-defecting back and taking the Rad 
Crackedober with you? 


It's all yours, Admiral! 
You now posess the 
ultimate undersea 
weapon; a sub taht can't 
be detected! 






















SHUT-OP/! JUST ZJSETHIS 
tooaw- our peepers // 


SIAUT-OP// AMP SOCK THB 
Po/som our before jm 

PROP DEAP // ( 


THEN'S HO WA/i'M 
&ITIH&iHTO-fHtS/'/ 


Me^MortyIs simml 

l^r , 5 pUTHiSHAM£> 

/HTUlSWAmWATeR/ 


shot-op! h 

N&TTiMM 
fPAYA i 
WftZeHT ' 
PRaMK/, I 

ON HIM.'.' I 


flll 

■1 f C^/ SJ 
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IKE DRIVING VOUR PARENTS OUT Op THEIR MINDS ? 
1 WHO DOESN'T ?/ WELL, THEN, HERE'S 
WOUR UNBELIEVABLY Cool- 


JUST CUT 'EM OUT 


writer - 6RE6 6RMJIANSKI 
ARTIST- 


AND PASTE 'EM ON OVER THE 
CANS IN YoUR HOUSE, STANP 
BACK AND WATCH ALL HELL 
BREAK LOOSE / 
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PETER PAIN SADISTIC PEANUT BUTTER was 
created by iwo entrepreneurial young men who 
decided that there wasn’t enough lood on the 
market that could seriously injure or kill you. 
The duo’s lirsl venture, Poisoned Fig Newlons, 
attracted a strong underground market-mainty, 
whoever ate them was soon underground! They 
then brietly owned Jack in The Box 
Hamburgers, successiuiiy marketing E. Coli 
Bacteria Burgers, until national media attention 
untairly tocused on the bad aspects ot dying ol 
contagion. Now they hope PETER pain sadistic 
PEANUT BUTTER will tantalize your tummy while 
ripping great jagged holes in it. Enjoy! 

















ec o 
O 

oo E 

Z « 

= a. 
2 ^ 

1 X 1 

=D 

CD 


o Li¬ 
nz a 


j= 

C/5 CD 

•* Z3 

O o 


.2 CD 

*-* NJ 
*5 00 

?£> 

£ 

03 

CO 


03 OT 

wS 


g.2» 

og®. 


~s| 

£ S 8 

2-0 


S §g = 

5 S°.8 

O cr> N 

W = ^ 00 

2 Jl 

to P 

0) M 5 o 

c . o. CJ)** CD 

J F !§ J g 


cdO 

s§ 


fa 
» .. 
CQ — 

t=n o. 

(5 ~ 

>.° 

Clri 2 —3 

2 K'C1 B 

J nSS 


5 

JQ3 

a. 

o 


xjco ou: 


a> j- 

5 7] 

ECi 5 2r 

<—l CD ia 
CO ' . c 

s S-B 

o ra o 
CD O O 


80 















The National Institute of Nosy Nagging Yobbos (NINNY) 
recommends that we all eat five servings of fruits and vegetables 
every ten minutes for better health. Unfortunately, the average 
person eats only 3 V 2 servings a day—Sadly, these people will 
spend their lives nursing miserable sicknesses and are probably 
aead or dying as you read this. That's why it's so important to 
increase our daily intake of fruits and vegetables to five every ten 

minutes. 

With Dumb-Maid Raisins it's not hard to satisfy this requirement. 
70 pounds of Dumb-Maid Raisins equals one complete fruit 
serving. And Dumb-Maid Raisins fit right into today's active 

lifestyles because: 

* Eat them anywhere! (except underwater-several people 
have drowned themselves trying to eat raisins while 
snorkeling) 

* A raisin can be easily inserted into your bellybutton , to 
be later removed and eaten when hungry. 

* Raisins are fun collectables! One boy in Vermont has 
over 200,000 raisins, some of them very valuable. 

* Raisins are good protection! Nothing stops a crook faster 
than having a handful of raisins thrown in his face! 

* Raisins are considered legal currency in several states. 



100% BABBLING IDIOT 
NO SENSE • NO INTELLIGENCE 


NET WT. 8 CM. (4 GALLONS) 
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Mail to: Cracked Subs, P.O. Box 114, Rouses Point, NY 12979-0114 


□ 3 Years (27 issues) for $37.57 
Plus a free T-shirt 

□ 2 Years (18 issues) for $27.67 
Plus free sports bottle 

□ 1 Year (9 Issues) for $17.77 

□ Check here if renewal 


NAME _ 

ADDRESS_ 

CITY _ 

STATE_ZIP 


CS9011 


AGE 


Outside USA (including Canada): $19.75 for I year, $35.75 for 2 years, $49.75 for 3 years, payable ini' > 
Funds by International Money Order or Check drawn on U.S. Bank. Please allow 8-10 weeks for process:: 
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